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TO ä 


GENTLEMEN 
SCANDALIZD IN THE 
DUN CIA 
ANI) 


Es s A on the PROF UND. 


GENTLE ME N, 


Mos rx confeſs I am a little 
anxious for the Succeſs of theſe 
Papers, when I conſider, what 
an inconſiderable Subject they 
are founded on, that they are 
diyeſted of the uſual Ornaments of Rhyme, and 
tis poſſible, may in ſome meaſure anticipate 
your 


i DEDICATION 


your Reſentments, in caſe you ſhould ever think K 
it worth while to take notice of ſuch a ſtrange, 
wild, Linſey-woolſey Compoſition as the Duncial 
Tis true, I have endeavour'd to make my (MW; 
ealy in the Imagination, that every one, An 
can make any pretenſion to Poetry and the Muſe 

is, in a manner, concern d, becauſe all Degree, 
ef Writers are there lampoon d; and whoever; 
is even commonly ſolicitous for the genen 
Reputation of his Comtrymen, ought to do theirfifh, 
Characters all the juſtice in his power, eſpecial 
ſince our Authors can venture with ſo much 
Charity, Humilicy, and Good-nature, to affirm, 
that their Favourite Goddeſs Dulneſe, glancing 
all over Parnaſſus, + . | 


Behold; m hanidred Sons, and each a Dunce. 


I am glad indeed they have been fo jult I. 
as not to except themſelves, particularly, when ſh 
they have taken ſo much pains to deſerve the 
Character. I don't know, Gentlemen, whether 
E. will pardon a Quotation from the late I. 
End of a Poem, which you might very reaſonably 
expect to be examin'd from the Beginning: 
But in anſwer, I beg it may be conſider d, that 
I profeſs no manner of order in this Dedication, . 

Writing 
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nk riting exactly as I ſhould ſpeak on ſuch a 
object, that is to ſay, with all the Confuſion 
fa Man, who knows not where to begin: 
ere you are to ſuppoſe the Triumvirate will 
xlr moſt violently; a pretty Dog truly to 

ite Satyrs, and make Dedications, &c. yet 

onfeſs himſelf loſt in the Beginning. I expect 
Ve better humour'd Turn from you, GENTLEMEN, 
ral chen you recollect, that the whole Piece is ſo 
u otoriouſly full of Pride, Inſolence, Beaſtlineſs, 
y kale, Prophaneneſs, Conceits, Abſurdities, 
fund Extravagance, that tis almoſt impoſſible to 
M Worm a regular Notion of it: I would venture 
"; Wo give you ſome Proofs of each, were I not 

raid of making you ſick, on the one hand, at 

heir abominable Naſtineſs, and aſham'd, on 

he other, that any Perſons, who bear ſome 

Likeneſs ro the human Shape, ſhould give a 
ul: Wooſe ro thoſe ſordid Paſſions that are intirely 
 Winworthy of it. However, for your fakes, 
b CEN TLM EN, for the lake of Mankind, and for 
by own, I muſt treſpaſs on your Good-nature, 
nd proceed in ſome farther Remarks on theſe 
onderful Heroicks. In the Preface we are told, 
hat They were the labour of ſix Years, with the 
molt Aſſiduity and Application; and a Verſe 
pf Statius is pompoully introduc'd ro make out 
a 2 Its 
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its Title. On the firſt of theſe, we ſhall on 
obſerve, that it looks like no very great Com 
pliment to the Authors Senſe, or Good-natur 
to have employ'd fo large a Part of Life, in 
Piece of unjuſtifiable Satyr, which was calculatel 
only to gratify a malicious Temper, and ſcan 
dalize ſome innocent and deſerving Perſons, an 
after all appears an idle, empty, trifling Dice 
of Nonſence, that can put us in mind only d 
the Mountains in Labour, and the Devil's Swine: 
ſheering, where there was an horrible Outcy 
to no purpoſe. As to the Verſe of Statins. 


ps aun $3 RI TT,” 


— — —— 


Oh mihi biſſenos multum vigilata per annos, 


— 


Duncia! 


It might very well have been ſpar d, ſince tit 
Authors were eaſily diſcoverable without, an 
conſequently the Title, if Reaſon and Jultic 
were conſulted; and I hope at leaſt rhey wi 
engage to vindicate the whole by this Standard 
But this will appear more evidently on furth 
conſideration. In the mean time 1 ſhall iq 
no more of the Inconſiſtencies of the Prefact 
becauſe they have been ſo effectually exposl 
by other Writers already, but proceed to tis 
Poem itſelf. 


22 er — — = 


Boll 
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on) 
om Books and the Man I ſing the firfl who brings 


The Smithfield Muſes to the Ear of Kings. 


Both the Modeſty and Politeneſs of the 


Authors, appear in theſe two firſt Lines of their 
admirable Poem, with the utmoſt Plainneſs 
and Self-conviction ; their Modeſty, in boaſting 
Kings were to be their Readers; their Politeneſs, 
in entertaining them with Smithfield-Muſes, 
(whatever kind of Cattle they are) and all the 
ſucceeding Ribaldry of the Performance, even 
ſach as would turn a Porter's Stomach, and 


make a Billing ſgate Scold aſham'd. 


Still her old Empire to confirm, he tries, 
For born a Goddeſs, Dulneſs never dies. 


ice 


i This is a moſt undoubted Truth, and what 


the Authors of the Dunciad have moſt notoriouſſy 
confirm d by Example, even from the Beginning 
to the End of their whole ſix Vears Labour, 
5 innumerable Inſtances can prove; accept 
this, as a Specimen of rhe reſt. 


Round 


8 
n 
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| Round him each Science was its modern Thpe 


Stands known; Divinity with Box and Pipe, 
Aud proud Thiloſophy with Breeches tore, 
And Engliſh Muſick with a diſmal Score; 


- While happier Hiſt ry with her Comrade Ale, 
Soot he the ſad Series of her tedious Tale. 


Can any Lines be more execrably dull > more 
ſtupidly nonſenſical > the amount of the whole 
is this; that ſmoaking makes a Parſon, and 
ragged Breeches a Philoſopher 3 3 that Engliſh Muſick 
is ridiculous for its diſmal Score, and Hiſtory 
remarkable for drinking Ale; which laſt thrice 
excellent Thought, I ſuppoſe, took its hint from 
the foregoing diſmal Score, as well as the con- 
ceit of the Breeches from that ſublime Aphoriſm, 
He's a Heathen Philoſopher, one may ſee his A.- 
thro his Pocket-holes., GENTLEMEN, youll 
pardon my Tranſitions from one Part of the 
Dunciad to the other, becauſe the whole is ſuch 


a Rhapſody, that one knows not where or how 
ro find Head or Tail. 


T4 here 


2 
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I here wave the tatter d Enſigus of Rag- Fair, 
A hauning Ruin hangs and nods in Air; 

Keen hollow Winds howl thro the bleak Receſs, 
Emblem of Muſick caus d by Emptmeſs : :- 
Genin bees e 
The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. 0 


Poverty and ill Circumſtances repreſent an 
Object of Pity and Compaſſion, to the humane, 
d Wecncrous, and friendly Mind, but, in this, and 
ome other Poems of the ſame Authors, are 
made a ſtanding. Jeſt, a continual Butt for 
e Ie exerciſing their little, paultry Witticiſms 
1 Find impotent, pointleſs Railery ; as if the want 
- Wot a Dinner made a Man a Fool, or Riches and 
„ [ood Sence only kept company: I doubt chey 
F bemſelves are flagrant Inſtances to the contrary, 
ad that their good Fortune has not only baniſh d 
e Fticir Reaſon and Humanity, but their Memory 
too. But let us conſider the laſt Quotation more 
tentively, even with regard to its Poetry and 
onnection. 285 . 


0 ; | Keen, 


— 
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Keen, hollow Winds howl thro the bleak Receſ, 
Emblem of Muſick caus d by Emptineſs. 


L 


3 — — 


| This is an admirable Clench, and would 
make an excellent Joke for an Andrew 1 
Bart lemew Fair under the pretence of Yapou; 
Cholick, Gripes, &c. | 


Here in one Bed two foi vering Siſters He, 
The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. 
heſe Lines muſt either have a very extraord 
nary Conſtruction, or appear ſtark Nonſenſe 

The two ſhivering Siffers muſt be the Siſte 
Caves of Poverty and Poetry, which would be bu 
an odd ſort of Couple to lye in one Bed together 
or the Bed, and Cave of Poverty and Poetry mull 
be the ſame, and the two Siſters the Lord knows 
who. What is here meant, as we may preſum: 
(if there be any meaning at all) is a Reflection 
on Poverty, as we obſferv'd above, and of thi 
kind are ſeveral more ſcatter'd up and dow! 
the Dunciad, ſuch as, | 


Who hunger and who thirft for ſcribling ſake. 
Which 
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Which, by the way, is, beſide, an impudent 
eſs MW Abuſe of a fine Sentiment in Holy Trir, and, 
woether with ſeveral more of the like nature, 
may ſerve as an Inſtance of our Authors Genius 
n the Prophane : A little more of their Humanity, 
and we go on to the reſt. 


Prudence, whoſe Glaſs preſents th approaching ail 
She eyd the Bard where ſupperleſs he ſate. 
Where yet unpawn'd much learned Slumber lay. 
Aud viſit Ale Houſe where ye firſt did grow. 

df -- - - - ---- . - - 20 Duns moleft. 
e Twelve ſtarving Bards of theſe degen rate Days, 
* That Suit an unpaid Taylor ſnatch'd away. 
er 4! others timely to the neighbouring F leet 
ul (Hawn of the Muſes) made their ſafe retreat. 


1 7h needy Poet flicks to all he meets. 


me 
ON R 

hi have not patience to tranſcribe any more, 
un therefore, GENTLEMEN, be ſo good as to 


amine the Merits of theſe Quotations, as they 
wand ſtripp'd of their Rhyme, the very belt 
Recommendation of Sawney's Writings ; and, 

4 tis 


ch 
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tis on that account, I have been fo juſt as © 
introduce him in the following Poem ſpeaking 
Rhyme, that his Sentiments may'nt looſe the 

vantage they fo apparently want; tho 't 
wholly ungrateful to my ſelf, and what he take 
the liberty of bantering in others, with wha 


juſtice let any body judge. 


Maggots, hal fform d, in Rhyme exattly Ny 
And learn to crawl upon Poetick Feet. 


As there is in theſe Lines ſomething of 1 
Conmarum, I ſhall take the liberty of matching 
them with two or three more of the ſame Author 


223 and ſtuff d this Head 
With all ſuch reading as was never read; 

Or rob the Roman Geele of all their Glories, 
And ſave the State by cackling to the Tories. 
In a Dun Night-gown of his own looſe Skin. 
The clam rous Crowd is huſh'd with Juggs of Mum, 


Downward to climb, and back ward to advance 
That wons in Haulkes and Hernes and H- he hight 


Would 


t 
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Would not any one think, on reading theſe 


mo ble Conceics, that the Authors of the 
"I nciad had not only drank of the mix d Waves 


10 f Fleet-Ditch, of which they ſay, 


ie e Each City Bowl is full 


-- - - - - = And all who drink grow dull. 


ut that they had drank very freely too, or they 
ould never have been guilty of plagueing the 
c World with ſuch wretched Stuff; nay, it 
appens ſo unluckily, that they furniſh out abun- 
anc Examples themſelves of all the Faults they 
harge on others; and produce a new Race of 
heir own, which no one elſe can lay the leaſt 
aim to: Of this nature is the enſuing Diſtich, 
here a truly beneficent and noble Deſign is 
ac d in fo ridiculous a Light, that one would 
Imoſt imagine, they had declard open 
Var with every thing that was good and ſacred, 
nd waited only for Opportunities of acting 
1, Nordingly. | 


cl But now (ſo Ann and Piety ordain) 
1 4 Church collef?s the Saints of Drury-Lane. 


1 - a 2 | Pre- 
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Preſently after this we have the Picture of: 
Race, where L--? and C--/ are the Heroes, and 
Mr. M---r the Prize, which laſt Gentleman i 
us'd in ſo ſcurrilous, and barbarous a manner 
that tis not in the power of Wit to juſtify it: 
Perſonal Reflections, and malicious Inſinuationz 
without a juſt Provocation, are not to be. de- 
fended; and if there are any of that nature in 
this Nee,, they may thank themſelves for point: 
ing out the Way. Beſide, he who burleſque 
any Oddneſs in a particular Perſon, ought. 

be contented when his own is expos'd : And a 


tis apparent, chat one Man's 'rufal Length 9 


Face is lampoon d in the ſecond Book, and 
another's: in the third, the Truth can't be di- 
puted. In the Deſcription of Haig K Race that 
are the following Lines. 491190 


when a Dab-Chick uber ths. the Copſe 
On Legs, and wings and fler, and wades, and hop. 
So lab ing on with ala Hands and Heal 


Which are plainly Written in contempt of thel 
of Milton's, 


4 w# 


5 


5 pan Hs rr — 


IC 


90 


L ee — the t rite 
0e er Bog, or the thro frat, rough, denſe, e, 


or rar e 7. ' 
With Head, Honds, Wi g. or Feet perſues bis Ways ) 
And fin, or fins, or wager, or I. or let. 


But tis not in the oer of ſuch tiicioud Caribe 
rs to derogate from the Merit and Character of 
Milton, and Addiſon, tho they have ſo frequently 
attempted both; for even Mr. Addiſor's incom- 
parable Simile of the Angel in the Campaign 4 
Poem which the beſt of the Fraternity could: 
never equal) i is ſneer d at in the aleing Lines, 
concluding à Rant of ae er — 
and moſt fublime Nonlerfe 


17 


251 prot his Mitch PR fo Ae k 
Rides in the Whirlwind, and diretts the Storm. 


The Filckinels * 25 ſucceeding pages, with 
regard to the Race, is ſo notorious, that I date 
not make a Quotation, neither is it neceſlary, 
ſince eyery one, eyen the moſt unpolite, is for 
condemning the Aurhorr, by way of Puniſhment, 

to 
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to ſuffer the reality of all they deſcribe. I hal 
only add one Word more concerning this Paſſage, 
Had P--e been offer d as the Prize of a genuine 
Race, It would not have troubled himſelf ſo 
far as to undertake it, as having ſufficiently 
experienc'd what a tricking, Doctor-Fauſſus kind 
of Spark he had to deal with, and even C. 
was have expected the real Diſappointment 
from him, almoſt in every Particular, which is 
only imagin'd in the Dunciad. 


The diving of the Bards in Heet-Dizch, has i 
ſo much of 11|-nature, - Injuſtice, and vitiated Þ 
Fancy; has ſo great a tendency to the thing he 
deſcribes, that I can't help eſteeming it one of 
the moſt notorious Inſtances of the Profund, in I: 
our Language: And here, GENTLEMEN, | 
muſt make another Apology, for — 
you with any thing like an Imitation of ſuch I 
_———__ |... x 2h 


- - - Next Sawney, Shameleſs, Hounſlow ſtand, 
Linbd in a Row, on the polluted Strand ; Th 


Then, with a mutual Spring, forſake the Shore, 
And Plunging headlong, riſe again no more : 


Down 
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Down the mix d Stream, and thro' the thickefl Mud, 
They wind their Courſe, and doubly taint the Flood 

With Clouds of Filth ; behold from Side to Side, 
The Darkneſs ſpreads, and blackens all the Tide 
While groping onward by the ſable Coaſt 
The Bards creep flow, and in the Deep are loft. 


I could very eaſily go on to a particular Ex- 
amination of the laſt Book, of the Abſurdities 
in the Contrivance of the whole Poem, and 
the Heroical Diſpoſition of the Writers, but 
upon honour, GENTLEMEN, I confeſs my 
Gif heartily tir d in following them ſo far already, 
and am in ſuch a degree affected with my 
Subject, that I can ſcarce forbear ſinking like 
them, into the loweſt Receſſes of Dulneſs; but 
Shakeſpear reſtor d very luckily relieves me, and, 
in gratitude, I think my {elf oblig'd, at once 
to thank Mr. The- for that excellent Critique, 
and condole with him for its being the innocent 


Occaſion of ſuch an execrable Lampoon as the 
Dunciad. 


I hope, GENTLEMEN, you will receive 
this Eſſay an It with your natural Indulgence, 
and 


—— — 
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and excuſe its Deſects, which may encourage 

the Author to preſent you with ſome Remark 

on the Eſſay on the Profund, when a convenien 
Opportunity ſhall offer. 


Jam, 
GENTLEMEN, 


Vour moſt Humble Servant 


S AW 


5 4 M VE r. 


A N 


HEROIC POEM. 


ANNE a mimick Sage of huge 
Na Renown, 


To Twick'nham Bow'rs retir'd, enjoys 
his Wealth, 


His Malice and his Muſe : In Grottos cool, 


And cover'd Arbours dreams his Hours away; 
N Or calls the Grub. freet Satyrs to attend 3 
B His 


2 S$ LN MN E Y. 
His high Commands, and wait upon his Verk 


b 
See there they trip along with Punns and Jeſts, i 
Anddeep Conundrums chargd; ſidelong they leaf 
Askaunce, and mock their Patron to his Face; I, 
Turn the bright Mirrour on himſelf, and laugh | 
At all his Toil. Vet he, blind to his own, I 
An Argus to the Faults of other Men, 0 


Prolongs the trifling Lay, and boldly claims I 
Accumulated Praiſe But cer my Verſe I: 
Can reach my Theme ſome Pow r ſuperiour mul 
Deſcend, and animate the Bard; muſt tune I. 
His Numbers, and inſpire his Thought O tho 
The fav'it Aid, the kind Support of Them, 


Whoſe working Brains, with never- ceaſing Toi, 
Brought forth the Dunciad ; Entertainment fit 
For Kings and Nobles Source of Cleanlineſ 
1 Re 


S AN N EN. 3 
Religion, Humour, Charity and Wit: 
O chou great Godhead, wonder-working Pow , 
Give me to ſing but with an equal Strain 
And I thy Vaſſal ever ſhall endure, 


Like Them, to Time's remoteſt Bound. Look here 


No ſooner ſpoke than done: The Demon ſtands 
Cloſe ar my Elbow, and, with lying Praiſe, 
Defiles my Verſe : Be gone thou Phantom, go 
Todark Retreats, to everlaſting Shades, 

ull Nor ſhow thy horrid Head within the Day's 
bright Circle, and the Light of n : Amaz'd! 
And frighten'd! ſee! the Mon ſter ſhoots away 


On his brown Wings, and leaves the future Toil 


To Truth and Juſtice; down they come from 
7 Heav'n 


6 Al white and pure: Hail! hail propitious Powr's! 
B 2 - "7 
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Of his enchanting Muſe ; with daring Soul 


— — — — K 
at GARAGE OOO TIES: OT R I oY 4 


With Rapture I acclaim your Preſence, joyful boy 


Before your honour'd Shrine. SAWNEY, 
while young, 


Delighted with the jingling Strain, had humd 
Great Dryden o er, and idoliz'd the Charms 


Aſpird to court the buxom Dame, and build 
His future Fortune on his Praiſe: Pride, like 
An Angel dreſs d, allurd him to attempt 


The arduous Thi, and, with Self. later, taugt 
Him to believe his own dear Form well worth 
Her loy'd Embrace; ſet all her Beauties full 
Before his view, her Beauties, oft enjoy'd 
And rifled by enamour'd Bards, yet freſh, 
And blooming ſtill, tempting each Gazer's Eye, [ 


And free for ev ry Heart: See! where ſhe comes 
In 


S' A\ WF. NR 3 


n native Majeſty; bow down ye Slaves, «\. 


„ho worſhip at her Shrine! and own the Source, 
And Object of your Vows: Young Saw oxy 
d knerls, 1 "3s $4 
T adore the Idol, Ry like gin - ee 


His ſenſeleſs Chime, and, with bewitching Sound; 
d reals on the Ear, and captivates the Senſe; 
Yet, ill receiv d, and buffered away, 
y Fraud aſſumes a foreign Aid, and veils 
His native Folly in a borrow'd Preß : 
dolor had won her with a noble Stain, 
ind, facred to immortal Honour, hung 
On high che Trophies of his Victor: 
SN EV, with envious Glance, beholds the bright, 


The glorious Monument, and longs to wear 


* — 


ph 


ye 
$ 


In 


he gaudy Spoil ; tis done, the Urchin ſtruts, | 


with 
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Wich aukward Mien, like Denham's Ghoſt, anc 


vaunts 
The Fin'ry all his own : In vain the Bard 
Reſents the Wrong, and hopes for Juſtice from 
Apollos Hand: 'Tis S A wN Ex ſteals, and fhal 
The Godhead dare to interfere, ot force 
The blooming Honours from his ſacred Head? 


With Joy, with Wonder at his own Succe 
He graſps the bluſhing Fair, yet proudly boaſts 
Her due to his deſert : So the vain Fly, 

Who on a Chariot Wheel moves ſwift along 


Andeyes the gath'ring Cloud around, may think 


The Thunder of the Coutſe his own, and, 
choak'd 


Amid the Duſt, acclaim his porent Whirl 
"my 


In 


Ir 
It 


F 
F 


m 


ſt 


SAWNET 5 


Now SAWNEY.triumphs,and to Grau- lis Name 
ſcribes his Song: But neither Sawx RNS Craft, 
Nor Gran--lles Name, can fave the apiſh Toil: 
A chouſand Satyrs, {ce ! a thouſand tear 
The fraudful Verſe, and ſneer at ev'ry Page: 
Down the ſlow Loddon wide the Fragments float 
In long Succeſſion, and the Foreſt ſeeks 
Is Paſſage to the Main; there ſwallow d up, 

And loſt amidſt the vaſt Profund : But now 
Another Cheat ſucceeds, another claims 


AlikeReward. -- Fam'd among Fops and Beaus, 
For Poetry and Senſe, or, in effect, 

For flealing other Mens; he next uſurps 

A Sovereign Rule, and, in Apollo's ſtead, 


becomes the Tyrant of his fellow Bards : 


Hemh ! 


8 HA π MN E v. 
Hemh! he begins, attend ye Criticks, hear 
Ve Poets what by him the God ordains. 
cin hard to fay if greater want of Skill 

xt Appears in writing, or in ſtealing i! : ; 

cc Paniing for Fame, with Toll, with Pain wei: 
er Nor hee the Danger if we gain the Prize 


Wold hs dit obs cbt de Hing Sem 
Gale, + 


F And plough the Billows with augmented Sil 
ce Till round them fierce the ſtormy Surges ron 
ce And down they ſink to riſe again no more. 
« How few, like me, the winding Coaſt purli 8 
ce Or deign to keep ſome Pilot Bark in view! 
ce Who ſtrays beyond his reach deſerves his Fat 


And mourns his Folly and his Fall too Jar 


Her 
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Here one, who with attentive Ear obſery d, 
His rhyming Cant, but oently trip'd his Heel 
And threw him on the Turfe; a ſudden Laugh 


Went round, and, from his Graſp, the fage 
Remarks, 


Out flew, and wander'd many a Mile before 
The Wind to meet their Owners. Hark! again 
The Lyre is ſtrung. -- Reſolv'd to vye with Garth, 
Ind Boileau's Verſe a medley Strain he ſings 


Of Beaus and Belles, Gnomes, Salamanders, 
Sylphes, 


oquets and Prudes; Hampton, by turns, reſounds 
Vich Mirth and Ribaldry ; a fav'rite Curl 

Is loſt, Battles enſue, and Homer's Gods 

ue lugg d into the Fray: At length the Lock 
ſcends a Star, the Bard remains a Clod 


8 Below. 
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Below. - Cecilias Sons, a noiſy Train 
Who yearly meet to celebrate, with Songs, 
With Joy, and Muſick, her devoted Day, 
Cecilias Sons, from Dryden s Muſe, obtain d 
A fav'rite Ballad for their annual Feaſt; 

The Liſt ning Crowd admire the Humour, and 
Applaud the Rhyme. SawNEY attempts the like 
And makes a div'liſh Rout with Organs, Bells 
And Bagpipes; then ſends Orpheus down to Hel, 
Wich a ſoft Sing- ſong, to redeem his Spouſe, 
And muzzle Cerberus : The forfeit Spouſe 
Reſtor'd, again deſcends; an hideous moan 
Bewails her Doom, and, with a gen'ral Voice, 
The ſad Muſicians vote poor S Aw NE V5 Vetk 


A Victim to appeaſe her plaintive Shade; 
" The 


SEE. 1s 
The Flames receive it, and, by ſlow degrees, 


The tuneful Dulnels vaniſhes in Air. 


chaucer erects the Court of Fame, and builds 


The Arches ſtrong; but Iron Time comes on, 


And waſtes the frail Materials of the Frame; 


ke In Heaps it lies a glorious Ruin, while 
SAwN EY up-rears, on the neglected Baſe, 
4 Another Pile, razes the Founder's Name, 
And ſuper-adds his own : An Hand unſeen 
Points out his Weakneſs and his Fraud ; enrag'd 
Th aſſembled Criticks make their ſtern approach, 
And over-turn the Structure to the Ground; 
10 Scarce ev n the Builder ſcapes, leaſt future Crimes 

Should make their Mercy vain. -- In Prior s Verſe 
el H and Emma charm the fineſt Taſtes 

0 The 
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The racking Trial, the diſſembled Guilt, 
The weeping Maid, her Sighs, her Tears, her 


firm, 

Unbated Love, melt ev'ry Soul, and claim 
A ſimpathizing Tear. -- SAWNEY beheld 
The Labour, heard the Praiſe ; fair Heloiſe noy 
Employs his Thought, and furniſhes his Rhyme; 
Her tender Wailings, and repentant Pangs 
Her frantick Flame, oppos'd to Emma's Warmth, 
To Emma's Woe muſt ſhine : But Innocence 
And Virtue were forgot, and 'tis the Nun, 
The enamour d, raging, longing Nun that give 
The Verſe a Name: Extract her tender Thougit 
Her hot Deſires, and all the reſt «il ſhrink 


From Fame, like Parchment ſhriv'ling in the 


But 
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be But hand me down great Milton's Scales, long 
ſeen 


Perwixt Aſtrea, and the Scorpion Sign, 

[Il hold the Weight my ſelf, and poiſe the Beam: 
ov PurHomer there - tis done-- now SawNEY- right, 
ne Blind John aſſiſt me- bleſs my Soul! the laſt 

Up flies and kicks the beam: How light! How 


vain ! 


th, 
How trifling! could the Wretch, in Rhime, 


pretend 
To give us Homer, plain, majeſtick, great, 
When Alilton, his diſtinguiſh'd Son, who knew 
His inmoſt ſoul, deſpis'd the Lydian Airs, 


And, with a Grandeur equal to his Theme, 


Delighted Albion's Sons? S But ;tis enough, ] 


I ſhould 


14 S A M N E YT. 
I ſhould have known before that He, who ſcomd 


The Britiſh Bard, muſt wrong the Greek : Riſe 
riſe 


Old, ſnarling Zoilus from the Dead, and fee 
Thy ancient Foe degraded to thy Wiſh; 
Read him in Rhyme, in ſoft, melodious Rhyme 
Diſgrac'd, and injur'd, and acclaim the Mu 
Whoſe wretched Labours met fo high Reward 


But ſee! a Croud of Bards approach 4 hal 
Their boaſted Chief, and rear a Column to 
His Praiſe. Make way there all ye puny Son 
Of Verſe! and give his Vot'ries room: a Per, 
Long flatter d into Fame, advances firſt, 
And leads a Counteſs at his Side; - then flows 


The common Tide from Wich- y to B- 


In 
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In Wmdſor's Shades they found the ſervile Pile, 
And make their own admiring Buſts the Baſe: 
Then Homer, Virgil, Milton, ſtripp d of all 

Their Honours, labour up the Frame: An heap 
Of poliſh'd Lies, forc'd Turns, and frothy Wir, 
Shape the tall ſpire, and leſſen to a Point; 

Where crowns the whole an hideous Statue lean, 


Deform'd, compound of Man and Monkey, 
only fit 


Toſtand the ſcare- Crow of the neighb ring Fields, 
And frighten Midnight Thieves. Their labour 


done 


They dance, and gambol round, then call the 
Bard 


To be a witneſs to their Toil: He comes ! 


He comes! Ye Satyrs ſound his welcome high; 


And 


16 S A NM N E Y. 
And trumpet loud his Praiſe: His ſwelling Hear 
Diſtends with Joy, He gazes around with vaſt 


Delight, admires the compound Frame, and 
thanks 


The Architects in turn; when, from below, 
Sly Momus ſtarts, and, loudly laughing, game 
The apiſh Farce: Surpriz'd! and ſtartled! {ee 
Away they ſcud, and leave the medly heap, 

Unguarded, to the Rage of Time: Not ſo 
Great SAWN EY He, ſuperior to the Force 

Of ſtrong Conviction, or the hum'rous Touch 
Of ſmiling wit, undaunted ſtands, nor heeds 


The ſneering God: --- His Boſom glows with 
high 


Attempts, and, in his lab ring Thought, he 
plans 


Th 


cart 


0 
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The future Plunders of his Muſe. . Reſolw d, 
He climbs the new - rais d Pyramid, and clings 
To his dear Likeneſs on the Point above; 
Then bawls aloud, and Crowds aſſemble round 


Attentive to his Will: - - In lofty Strains 
He proudly ſpeaks his Purpoſe to tranſlate 
Uſes Toils; to give great Shakeſpear's Verſe 
I's native Charms, and claims a due Reward: 
Wichout a Pauſe they anſwer all he asks, 


And more, ſo much they venerate his Name. 


A Bite! He whiſpers to himſelf and grins 
At the Deceit: Then, to his Twick'nham Hints 
Revokes his diſſipated Friends, and vaunts 
The purpos'd Fraud: My learned Sons, he cries, 
From hence your Fortunes, with your Fame 


ſhall riſe; 
D te The 
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ce T he ſtupid Crowd ſo much admires our Strain 


Th Odyſſey now demands our future Toil, 


£ 


_— 


That all we breath, and all we ſpeak is Gain; 


* | © 
: A 


And Shakeſpear's Muſe, the Glory of out Iſle 
Fx To you the Labour wholly F reſign, 
And but otic half of the Reward be mine; 


3 
* 


40 And fare. that's due for my protecting Name 
cc Source of the Toil and Builder of its Fame! 
e The Reſt be yours, ſo ev'ry Muſe ſhall find 
ce It Praiſe and Profit both to cheat Mankind”, 


W 
oy © 


He ſaid with Thanks, with Rapture they receii 
The Charge, and labour Night, and Day in Hop: 
EE Tis doc = fs publiſh'd, and 
The World prepares for 2 ſucceeding g Joy; 
In vain, -- a Bite they cry, and, to the Flams 


With Rage, and Diſappointment vext, commi 


The 


5 A M N E J. 19 


The eamb Load. Now Fame N- theit 
Caule, 


And SAWNEY's ; high protecting dhe, become 
The Scorn, the Jeſt of ev'ry Soul, who erlt | 
Admir'd his Lays, and midſt the Stars :nſcrib'd 
His Worth: --- Such is the Fate of mortal Things, 
And ſuch th' Uncertainty of Life --- Now iſe 
The hoſtile Muſes, and, with kindling Rage, 
Attack the worthleſs Toil ; great Shakeſpear finds 
A Champion to aſſert his Cauſe, refreſh | 

His blaſted Bays, to free him from the Faults 
Of ancient, and of modern Times, reſtore - /. 
His injur d Honours, and, to future Years, 
Secure his growing Fame. To Saw x EY Hand 
The labour d Juſtice flies, who trembling, faint 


With Grief and Terror, reads: q Then ſends in 
Haſte, 
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Who writ the Play of Thieves, a finiſh'd Piece 
Much fam d for Gallantry, for Vertue, Wit, 
And all the Comick Art: Confeſod ſo good, 
80 perfect, that, thro all Degrees of Life, 
The Humour ran to own it's high Deſert, 
And ſtruggle which ſhould praiſe it moſt: While 


He, 
The Author, tho' a trifling empty Fop 
Who only father d S Aw NE xis third rate Wi, 
So humble grew as to conceal his Name, 


And, in his Morto, damn the whole Deſign. 


f Shameleſs a gay, lewd, [wearing Prieſt, was one 

Who laugh'd at holy Worſhip, and deſpis d 

The Duties of his Place; who lov'd the Bowl 
Bright 


S AN NE T. 21 
zught· ſparkling, the delicious Fair, the mad, 
Luxurious Scenes of Life, who left his Pray'rs 
His Church, his God, to holy Drudges, and 
Let looſe his Paſſions for the World; who rel 


Revenge in Smiles, and, to indulge his Jeſt, 
Lampoon'd his Friend: His Studies all were gh; 

ule And hum'rous, oft obſcene, ec” 88 
Fn aſtically gay; O riginals 

Tis true, but then ſo naſty ſome, they ſunk 

i; 


Lice common Shores, and would, at proper 
Times, 


Deceive the ſage Phyſician of his Fee, or tum 
The Vomit in his Face: Others again 

one No wickedly profane, that they forgot 
gion was a ſacred Sound, or that 

© wore the ſacerdotal Robe; yet theſe 


The 
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The World admires, nor fees the Devi] hid 


Beneath. -- Theſe Two were Saw N E xs Squires, 
his Friends, 


His Intimates, th' Aſſiſtants of hi Vas 
And Trumpets of his Praiſe: To Theſe with (ad, 
Aud rueful Look he told the hideous Tale, 
And thus began: O Shameleſs, Hounſlow hear 
ce This new Diſgrace, and drop a pitying Tear; 
«© The rebel Criticks, envious of . Pate 


N Wich impious Satyrs have blaſphem d our 


Name; 


« Have taught the World to ſcorn our compound 
We 


C And dart Reproaches where we look'd fo 
Praiſe : 


be Shakeſpear, and Homer both are damnd 
* | 


cc * And we arc loſt forever, and forever: : 
| cc O dus 


'S, 


xd, 


cat 


ar; 


Out 


SA W-N EY. 2#g 
O dire Reverſe of Fate! O dreadful Doom'! 


That taints our Names thro al the Years t9 


lf they ſurvive ſo long; but ah! I dread 
« They'll fleet away e er we our ſelves are dead; 
« At leaſt our Honours will, and That remains 
e To crown our Las: and boi our Pains? 


© Heav'n knows the Truth, _ my Riches ebb d 
away 


Io ſerve Mankind, thro each ſucceeding Day, 
The luckleſs Writers, whom ill Fortune led 
Thro Wants and Cares, my daily Bounty fed; 
So that, of all my Wealth, this Hut alone 


Is what, with upright Heart, 1 call my own. 


2 Again, ye Pow rs be Witneſs while I ſpeak ! 
alf cer whe Thirſt of Praiſes made me break 
cc The 
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be. The Laws of Friendſhip, Honour, Truth, 
good Nature, 


© Or made my Muſe ie to my Satyr, 


Let your loud Thunders crack from Pole to 
Pole, 


f 


« And vengeful Lightaings pierce my very Soul: 


a: 
$55 : 


ec If cer I envy'c d any other's Praiſe, 


0 17 


ce Or made his Faults rhe Subject of my Lays, 


Yo! 


N © Gape wide 0 Earth! ye mig Mountains 


rend! ! 

re( tf ve 

ec «And to * "OA * me e quick deſcend; 
Ak1 no 5 . 


cc yo Nature cursd me wh 2 Monſters 
Form, 


& Shap'd like a Bear, yet little as a Worm, 
e 1 gar d on Virtue with a ſteady Eye, 


* And, in my Actions, gave my Form the 5 
nl Fe 2000 


uth, 
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Then why this Rage, Oh T------d! why 
ſhouldſt Thou 


„Tear the green Lawrels from my honour'd 
Brow ! 


Let me, at leaſt, one ſingle Trophy fave, 


« Nor ſink me down with Sorrow to the 
Grave”. 


This ſaid, in Tears he ſpoke the reſt ; when thus 
His rev rend Friend reply'd : © G-d d--n it, Pe 
* Afraid of T---d, or ſuch ſcoundril Dogs? 


* Death! Hel]! and Furies! give me Pen and 
Ink, 


This Moment I'll attack the ſenſeleſs Fools, 
In fo ſevere a Strain, that they'll be glad 


Jo hang like Ropes of Onions, to avoid 
** Theeſts of all Mankind: They blaſt our Bays! 


in 


E "yy They ; | 


1 
1 
1 
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ce They raze our Trophies! They o erturn ou 
Fame ! 


ee The D- take my Soul if I te 


© Don't ſcourge them down to Hell, and rid 


the World 
« Of ſuch a ſordid Brood. Here Hounſlowroke 
Stopp'd ſhort the Ravings of the Bully Priefl 


And thus began : « Forocar your Haſte old 
Friend, 


& *Tis not fo eaſy done, and I adviſc 


© More prudent Thought before we undertake 


* So hard a Task: The Humour of the Town 
© Muſt be obſery'd, or all our Toil's in vain: 
& Pray SAWNEY, could Belinda's Lock have fay'd 


« The trifling Song, if Faſhion had not lent 


ge Her needful Aid, and gave the empty Scenes 


cc A times 
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n A timely Gouſt 2 Had Gulliver cer pleas d 
© The frantick Town, if Humour had not led 


„The monſtrous Tale, and gull'd th un- 
rid thinking World; 


This won the Ladies, this deceiv'd the Men, 


le 
. This veil'd its Naſtineſs, its wild Romance, 
lt 

= Þ [rs gen'ral Satyr upon all Mankind. 

old 


« This fav'd my Play of Thieves, and drew the 
C---r, 


« Fops, Fools, and Wits t'admire the wretched 
ce Stuff, "D 


n M* The Burleſque Songs, the vicious Characters, 
And all the Nonſence of the Piece; and ds 
va, The like muſt fave us now, -- or -- we are loſt 
Indeed. Then let us ſummon from below, 
nes i © Both Fraud, and Envy, and to Fancy's Rule 
E E 2 te Diſ⸗ 
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28 S A W N E V. 
« Diſmiſs them for her Aid, to laſh theſe Slaves, 
* And juſtify our Honours to the World. 


Tis right, (ſays SAWNEY) Shameleſs right 
by G--d. 


Then ſtamping with his Foot, © Aſcend, he cries, 


« Aſcend ye Furies, Envy, Fraud, or down 


| « We plunge to you, and, with a Scorpion Whip, 


ce Perſue you howling to the Realms of Day”. 


They heard, and, frighten'd at his Threat, 
obey d; 


The Ground gives way, and haggard Envy fult 
Uprears her meagre Face, then ſubtle Fraud 


With ſpiteful Leer, and both attentive wait 


The great Triumvirate Command. Be gone 


Le Hell-hounds, Shameleſs cries, be gone, 
diſplay 


cc Your 


76s, 


Ip, 


ts, 
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« Your dusky Wings for Fancy s Rule, and bring, 


« Immediate bring her timely Aid to cleanſe | 
Our ſullied Fame, and blaſt the wretched Crew 
« Who dare affront our Dignity, and make 


Our Faults the Subject of their Mirth.” - The 
Fiends, 


Obedient, ſpread their dusky Wings, and ſoar 
Away. - - Amid yon length of weſtern Clouds, 
With Purple ting d, 725 ſtreak d with fleecy Gold, 
Wild Fancy keeps her Court, thence hourly ſends 
Her light Attendants to the World below, 


Laden with Projects, Humours, Whims, the 
Wiſh 


Of Women, and the Joy of Fools; The Hope 
Of Courtiers, Politician's Scheme, and all 


The various Phantoms various Mad-men know : 


Mil- 


— 


+ 
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Millions of airy Meſſengers, on their 


Gay Pinions, downward bear th illuſive Dreams, 
And triumph to deceive Mankind: By theſe 
Inſpir d, projecting Ces up-rais'd aloft 

The gaudy Scene, invok'd from Hell beneath, 
Dire Mephoſtophiles, and the black Train 

of Furies dark ning all the Stage: Thele firſt 
Inſpir d Brizanid's Sons to ſearch the Globe 
For Harmony, and drain ch Italian Shore 

Of all it's Muſick. - Theſe undid the Charm, 
And ſent the runeful Warblers Home: Theſe fleet 
1 Realm to das, the can Faſhion to 
Adorn the Fair: Theſe fire the Lover's Heart, 


And then put out the Flame. - But ſee! the 
Clouds 


Unfolding wide, and, in the midſt, ſhe turns, 
The 


KAN NET of 
The Goddeſs turns for ever round, and ſtreams). 
„ Athouſand Colours, looks a thouſand Ways; 
Unnumber'd Whimſies fleet around her, al 
As the Sun- beams amid the brighteſt Blaze ; 
„beneath her Feet, in vile diſorder thrown, | 
Trampled, diſgrac d like long forgotten Vows, 
Or great Men's Promiſes, ſtale Projects lye, | 
Diſcarded Humours, and old-faſhion'd Wit, 
Till hoary Time, who, leaning on his Scythe 
ends the Goddeſs, rears the {lighted Heap 
et again, and brings the antiquated Whims 
to Witreſh in play: Thus, in perpetual Rounds 
> Whey move, the new are old, the old are new, 
dy turns, as Fancy leads, or Time requires, 
Togratify the World. -- 'Twas Midnight now, 
And, 
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And, * their late Debauch, the Drunkard; 
ſtroll d 


Away : The Courtly viſit now was o'er, 

And Ombre had to reign; thick thro the Streets, 
The Coaches rattle, and the Flambeaus Flame; 
i for my Lord, the party-colour'd Slaves 
With Rudeneſs like their Maſters, bawl, and puſh 
The ſober Paſſengers aſide; rap, rap 

The Door reſounds, and Quality reels in 
With ſtagg'ring Gait; above the conſcious Moon 
In Silence rolls her Car, while Link- boys cutſe 
Her Friehdly Beams ; the darling Maſquerade 
Alone prolong d its Pleaſures, and withheld 
Its medley Libertines from Home, when, full 
Of dire Deſigns, Envy and Fraud aſcend 

To Fancy's Seat, now flecc d with whitiſh Cloud: 


An 


SAW NET. os 
and waiting on the Moon, the Goddeſs bow'd 


ards 


At their Approach, and, for a while, delay d 
Her giddy Whirl, while Envy thus began, 


ne; © Great Fancy! Sovereign Goddeſs of the 
Fair 


„The Wile ! 1 Great ! The Plague of all 
ul Mankind ! 


| Who, in the happieſt State of Indolence ; 


* And Eaſe, confeſs thy Hand, and groan bo- 
neath 


Thy Sway; in vain are Riches, Titles, Charms, 


When Thou ſome glitt ring Trifle, unenjoy'd, 


« Crear'ſt t intice the ſickly Appetite, 


And gall the envious Heart: Deign, G Goddeſs ! 


| 
| deign 


Jo aid our Labours, and ſucceed our Toll ; 


FE cx 'Ta 
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ce To Thee we leave the Means, for Thou an 
skill'd 

be 1 Humane Kind, and canſt, with Pleaſure, 

lead 


* Whole Nations by thy Lore: Tis SawNer's 
Cauſe 5 


& We plead, thy favour'd Bard! Who groan; ! 
 diſtreſs'd, 


de Beneath an Hoſt of Foes ; O hear his Pray', 
ce And grant Him ſome Relief! Give Him to tum 


cc © Their Satyr on Themſelves, and mortfy 
«© Their Pride: So ſhall he worſhip at your Shrine 


4 Alone, and own you for his Deity,” 


The Goddeſs ſoon reply d, what's in my Pow'r 
Is yours, command the utmoſt I can do, 
For SAWNEY deals ſo much in Fictions, Cheats, 


And Lies, that I eſteem his Cauſe my own, 


re, 


5 
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But firſt be ſeated, and indulge your Souls 
[a all the various Pleaſures we can grant: 
he ſpoke, and glanc'd her Eyes upon the Clouds 
klow, and, with immediate Growth, aſcend 
Two fleecy Thrones, with Purple, and with Gold 
Adorn'd, inviting to Repoſe; They ſit, 
The various Pow'r commands, and lo! an Heap 
Of moulder'd Writings, and reverted Joys, 
Confuſion ſtrange! appears; with ſullen Joy 
Pale Envy eyes th increaſing Pyramid, 
And triumphs in the Fall of Virtue, and 
Of Fame, the Tears of injur'd Love, the Groans 
Of ruin'd Stateſmen, the commutual Wail 
Of violated Friendſhip, the Concern 
for Reputation loſt, and fruitleſs Toil, 

Bu Compos'd 
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Compos d the dreadful Pile, and, like the Hours, M 


Forever circling, mov'd a reſtleſs Round. 


| Fraud, with Attention, gazes in her Turn 
On Legions of amuſive Wiles, an Hoſt | | 
Of Villanies, that, with pretended Love, 
And outward Sanctity, betray ; that ſooth 
To fell Deſtruction the believing Heart, 
And flatter into Ruin; ſmiling ſweet 
The Demon overlook d the tempting Train, 


And own'd the ſecret Pleaſure of her Soul. 


Again the Goddeſs ſhifts the Scene, and all 
The Wonders of her Reign come forward to 
The View; far as the Eye could reach the light, 
Fantaſtick Train extends, the Joy the Plague 


8 


SAWNEY 57 
The Bane ! or Bleſſing of Mankind! Amid 


The airy Throng are {cen an uncouth Race 


Of grinning Monſters, double form'd, who watch 


The erting Deeds of Mortals frail, and ſneer 


Conviction on the Mind ; next them advance 


A Groupe of Spectres, in a Thouſand Shapes, 
like the rude Paſſions that, with various Pain, 
Perplex the World below, and tarniſh all 


The Charms of Life : From Theſe the Goddeſs 
calls 


A wond'rous Phantom, cover'd o'er with Eyes, 
And Ears, a buſy, vain, Inquiſitive, 
Miſchievous Sprite ſtil'd Curiaſity, 

Who, ever ready, waited her Commands, 


While thus ſhe harangu'd the impatient Pair: 
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I ſee you long to be diſmis d, and Hope 
My Power A equal 00 my Will; But ah 
Your Hope is vain : Sternly my reſtive Sons 
Refuſe their Aid, Imagination droops 
Her adverſe Wing, Invention fails; Spleen, Pride, | 
Revenge, Ill Nature, Duleſs long have ſeryd WM 
The wayward League; this Demon only reſts WW 
To aid their Labours, and enforce their Strain; 


Still on the Wing; with never-ceaſing Toil, 


She'll rove about the World, t excite Mankind 


To grow enamour'd of Reproach, of vile, | 
And barb'rous Jeſts inhumane Taunts, and al | 
The Poiſon of envenom'd Tongues : --- But go { 
Too long my Talk wichholdsyou from your Lords 0 


Go, and Succels attend you to the Laſt 


of 


the triple Furies, from the Clouds, deſcend 
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of Tine. She ſaid, and, with immediate Wing, 


To SAWNEY's Bow'r, where ſtill, in dark 
Divan, 


The thoughtful Bards, with ſecret anguiſh, fate 
ond ring the Sum of Things: Theruſhing Sound 
Of their expected Pinions broke the Chain 

Of their united Cares, and up they roſe 


To hear the =_ Event: Which known, they 
mourn'd, 


Awhile, th' uncertain Proſpect, till, again 
Afur'd by native Inſolence, and Pride, 

Shameleſs began. G-d d---n the Bitch, I thought 
Her Pow'r, her Will, her Sons, had all been ours; 
Confound her Aid, we'll do without, Succeſs 
Stall be our Page, ſhall lackey by our Sides, 


In ſpi ght of Fancy, Chance, or Wit; the Scheme, 
The 
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The Praiſe, the Management our own. -- Tishere, 


I have it, Z---ds come on,. L 
Word, 


And T----d is the Theme, Ed, and . 
Shall act the under-Parts, and Dulhneſs crown 
The whole Machine; Envy ! and Fraud! attend 


ampoon's the 


To point our Satyr, and inſpire our Verſe: 
And come ye cloven-footed Fiends, come all 
YeDemons that deceive Mankind with Ribaldry, 
For Humour, Naſtineſs for Wit, come all, 
And aid the great Deſign, and fly chou Spawn 
Of Fancy, fly "TH hence, and, in the Shape, 
The Likeneſs of an Owl, proclaim the Deed; Wy 
Do all thy Office, and return to bear 0 
The Monſter to the World the World ſhall know T 


Our Strength, and tremble to provoke our Rage: 4 
* 


er 
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Hell's eternal Flames we'll trounce the Slaves, 


thefW:1! teach them Criticks, and Remarks, we'll 


teach 
ie Raſcals to reveal our Failings, yes! by G--d 
It to their own Confuſion. --- Here he ceasd 
Jercome with Rage, and, like the Witch of old 
ho, fir d with Madneſs, bellow'd from her Cave 
er frantick Oracles, plan'd out the Toil, 


d boaſted the Succeſs : Charm'd with the 
Scheme 


aN EY, and Hounſlow lend their needſul Aid, 


One turn'd the Humour, and one ſmooth'd the 
Verſe; 


While Envy, Fraud, the cloven - footed Fiend 
lmeras, Dullneſs, and the Reſt attend 
To form the Fetus, and bring on the Birth: 


An Heap of Perſonal Reflections, Puns, 


G Conundrums 
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Conundrums, Lies, abominable Jeſts, 


1 atlecont Ne revengeful Turns, 
Profane Alluſions, Nonſenſe, Fuſtian, Rant, 
Is rear'd on high, as the great Magazine, f 
And Source of all their Wit; fo, from the wid; 


Extended Corners of the Earth, are brought Wh 


The gay, ſuperfluous, Ornaments of Life; WW 


( 


The Toilet groans beneath the Weight, 
| Fops, | 


And Beaus, and "IR bear off che Saud 
Load. 


Ar "RM the mighty Task is done, and, fro 
Its Authors {ce the Dunciad 1 its Name; 
A Flight of Rur convoy it abroad, "IF 
And Curioſity aſſiſts the Sale: 


. een 
Shameleſs purſues it with his Eye, and _ 
Childs ? at 11 hy a } 
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; G--d the Humour is compleat. But, while 
glory in the monſtrous Lay, around 

nt, Wt; aſtoniſh'd Readers gather in Debate, 

[ih up-caſt Eyes they wonder humane kind 

n fink ſo low, that ſuch malicious Thoughts, 
ach nauſeous Doggrel, execrable Cant, 

ould blaſt the Poets Name: With gen ral Voice 
(yoke the Injur d to aſſert their Cauſe, 

ocruſh the triple-Headed Hydra cer 


ud 5 
unge anew, and baniſh, from the World, 


be Shame, the Scandal of the Race. They meer, 
Vith one Conſent, in Vindſor's Shades, and join 
Their Forces to O erturn the Flatrring Pile, 
Unjuſtly rear d to S Aw N E xs Name. The Baſe 
bives way, and, with a hideous Rumble, 45 | 


The Building falls, and in its Ruins, heaps _ 
G 2. The 


r 


The Idol there adored: But, as they gaze 
On the ſubverted Frame, a riſing Cloud 


Aſcends, till all is vaniſh'd like a Miſt, 
Before the Wind, away: No more the Crowe 
Of Witlings pay their empty Vows, no more 
The Beaus, the Ladies, worſhip at his Shrine, 
But ſneering Satyrs haunt th' abandon'd Waſte 


And dance in Triumph round; while Saw xk 


loſt 
In Anger, and Vexation, at his melted Fame, 
Snarls at Mankind, and takes a final Leap 
Into the vaſt Profaud. Shameleſs, aghaſt 
With Terror ! at this Turn of Fate, deſerts 
The W 0 the Ch.-h retires, the Ch-- 
Diſdains his Service, and again reſtores 
Him to the World, where hated, ſcorn d, deſpi 


« 
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all Degrees, he . away his Life 
theeded, and unknown amid the Filth 
f Billing gate, the Watermen's lewd Jelt, 
Ind cartling Gollip's Tale; fir Company 
or ſuch a vulgar Taſte! Hownſſow the Laſt, 
The meaneſt of the Clan ſhelters his Name 
gehind his Newgate Heroes, but in vain ; 
ultice purſues him, and he ths — 
for Treaſon by the Laws of Wit: His Works 
Th' impartial Muſes order to the Flames, 
Leaſt ware Bards, infected by his Crimes, 
Should ſhare his Face: Behold the kindling Blaze, 


And Farces, Operas, aſcend in Air. 
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